Khama
said he. c; When I had pity, and warned you,
you despised me. Xow I have pity for my
own people*" One pleaded that he had grown
up in the country, and that Khama and he
were old friends'. " What! " said Khama,
" you dare to speak, you who made me a
promise, and then brought casks of drink to
the river and smuggled them into the country ?
You call yourself my friend! You are my
worst enemy! "
So the canteen keepers and brandy smugglers
had to load up their waggons and trek, and the
Great Thirst Land " went dry,"
Khama's prohibition of the white man's
brandy, though regarded by some as arbitrary,
and by others as fanatical, was so obviously
based upon sound reasons that it could be
defended by all classes as a matter of social
and economic expediency. Such conscience
as existed amongst Ms own people supported
Mm, and very few of his head-men opposed
him, openly, at least.
But when he went further, and forbade the
making or the sale of Kaffir beer, he struck a
blow at cherished customs rooted in the very life
of the community. Even some of the mission-
aries and magistrates of native districts would
argue that Kaffir beer is practically harmless,
if not beneficial to the health of the natives,
Kaffir beer is made by placing sorghum, 0r
fcafSr corn, in water tall it sprouts. It is then
dried, and ground to powder between stones,
fermented, and boiled. Tn some districts the
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